THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

in theirs, the asters and dahlias in theirs, the marigolds
gallantly living till autumn tears their last rags away;
for their timelessness so forcibly contrasts with irrecover-
able memories of days when they were first seen and
stared at. But it would be worse if they went too; if one
knew that the last wrinkled old dame in the last sun-
bonnet had tended the last amaryllis in a cottage
window. I thought, with tears in my eyes, of all the
long holidays of youth, moss-roses in the gardens, shells
on the beaches, bluebells in the deep woods, heather,
furze and whortleberries under the rocks of the great
tors, black pools, boys, dead or scattered, with whom I
had wandered everywhere, knowing nothing at all
except the things worth knowing. I stared across the
valley not counting time.

A car stopped behind the hedge. People laughed.
They had the wireless on.

"Pascal avait son gouffre avec lui se mouvant"

I left the main Exeter Road at Sampford Peverell,
where the street is worthy of the name. I had half a
mind to turn north to Hplcombe Rogus, where is that
rare thing in Devon, a late fifteenth-century stone house
with tower and hall; only in our day has the family
which built it left it, as another left Montficute. But I
went on, and came to Holberton, which was almost
as far as one could walk on half-holidays between
lunch and roll-call or roll-call and tea; and then, on
the top of a hill, which used to be the turning-point of
our practice runs for rugger, I could see the whole valley
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